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HE DARES TO TOUCH IT. 
The Live Wire and the Man with the Rubber Gloves. 
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@artoons and Comments 


week, in most instances—that household ex- 
penses could not be met without continuous , 
help from the children. Thus the protective 
principle in which he so ardently believes is 
largely responsible. for some of the social -injus- 
tice which he so abhors. Fighting effects rather 
than causes does n’t ‘accomplish .much, especi- 
ally when the causes are in plain sight. ‘When 
child labor is prevalent from sheer necessity in 
industries where the protective principle is sup- 
posed to maintain for workers “the American 
standard of living,” it is high time that the said 

“protective principle” was ranked very promi- 7 
nently among the “social injustices” from which 
this country suffers. . This is only one small 


phase of the tariff question, and perhaps Colonel 
ROOSEVELT means to cover it when he urges a 
tariff readjustment which shall send some of 
the benefits of protection “into the pay en- 
velopes as well as the front office;” but if he 
does, the Colonel should make it clear. If he 
is sincere in his fight against “social injustice” 
he cannot dodge the fact that the latter in 
many of its gravest forms is directly traceable 
to the high protective tariff, Child labor in cer- 
tain industries is only one instance of it. 


THE PRESIDENT’S 


[* this campaign Mr. Tarr 
SENSATIONALISM. 


is not getting the press 
notice to which he is entitled. 
While the fa'ct.is duly heralded that Governor 
WILSON is touring the country, and likewise the 
fact that the Bull Moose is leaping from State 
to State, the remarkable truth that Mr. Tarr is 
not swinging around any circle, except- the 
home circle, has gone almost-unnoticed: Cer- 
tainly it has not been accorded the prominence 
it deserves. Think of it!, Witttam Howarb 
Tart, who, during his term as Governor of the 
Philippines, later as Secretary of War, and still 
more recently as President, thought nothing of 
little trips to Asia, to Europe, or to Panama, 


Tue Colonel reminds us just a little of that de- 
lightful creation of Dickens, Mr. Podsnap, 








or railway jaunts of fifteen 
thousand miles or thereabouts 


and in support of this let us 
quote briefly: “Happily ac- 





up, down, and zigzag over the 
map of the United States, takes 
this occasion, when his admin- 
istration of public affairs is up 
for final approval, to commune 
with golf balls and Aunt 
Detia’s apple pies. Really, 
when you come to think of it, 
is*any stumping» tour now in 
progress <half as sensational as 
the President’s determination to 
stay on the job? ~Af /ast/ 


| 


Canpipate Rooseve Lt, while 

» an advocate of “the pro- 
tective principle,” is bitterly 
opposed to what he calls 
“social injustice.” Under the 
latter heading he would doubt- 
less“be willing to include child 
labor, If so,:-he can or could 
find plenty of “social injustice” 
in the city of Lawrence, Mass., 
wheré the protective principle 
iftsyhich he believes is applied 
in.its fall and glorious strength. 
At the time of the great strike 
it was brought out that child 
labor ;was inevitable in many 
Lawrence families because the 
wages of the protected” 











AM SAcKE 


quainted with his own merit 
and importance, Mr. Podsnap 
settled that, whatever he put 
behind him, he put out of 
existence. ‘There was a digni- 
fied conclusiveness—not to 
add a grand convenience— in 
this way of getting rid of 
disagreeables, which had done 
much toward establishing Mr. 
Podsnap in his lofty place in 
Mr. Podsnap’s satisfaction. ‘I 
don’t want to know about it; 
I don’t choose to discuss it; 
I don’t admit it!’”  Whata 
prime Progressive Mr. Podsnap 
would have made! _ Is -there 
not between Podsnappery and 
Bullmoosery.more than a slight 
resemblance ? 


‘< 


“He is not a lawyer,” says 

neighbor Zife, enumer- 
ating various’ “points in favor 
of Wooprow Witson.” No? 
Who's Who states that a cer- 
tain Wooprow WILSON prac- 
ticed law at Atlanta, Ga., in 
1882-83. It is, to be sure, a 
long time ago, and perhaps 
the Democratic candidate is 
protected by the Statute of 








adults were so low —consider- 
ably less than ten dollars a 


HE HAS THEIR MORAL SUPPORT. 


Limitations. 
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SWEET SOLACE. 

SERIOUS-MINDED HusBAND.—If I should pass away, dearie, would you shed tears for me? 

WIFE (ex-emotional actress).—Well, 1’m a bit out of practice, pal, but I guess I'd come across with a pint or two! 








THE SUFFRAGETTE’S LOVE-SONG ; 
A VACATION is spending all the money you save in a year to go away 
Eisaway! .. . the city’s space a few weeks to escape the weather which does not arrive until 
Seems strangely dull and void—the while after you come back. 
I miss his step—his winsome face, 
His blush, that answered back my smile. 
I miss his warm yet modest kiss, 
His coaxing voice that bade me stay; 
The best of life’s sweet grace | miss 
Because—my darling is away ! 


When, at my desk, I toiling grind 

’T is bliss to know his heart is light; 
That he, ’mid foreign scenes may find 

New joy by lake and mountain height. 
Nor can my weary eyes grow dim, 

My tired hand fail, the livelong day, 
Since all my labor is for bim— 

My darling, who is far away! 


Heed not the ardent onslaught, sweet, 
Of English, French, and Spanish girls; 
Heed not the praises you will meet 
Of your soft eyes, your hands, your curls! 
Keep your pure heart still faithful, dear, 
Until, with joy no words can say, 
I fly, to meet you at the pier— 
My own—no longer far away! 
Madeline Bridges 
ye 


FORCE OF HABIT. 
agp heron excuse did that ex-ball-player switchman have 








to offer for the wreck that occurred at his crossing ? BREAKING IT GENTLY. 
GiLiis.—He claimed that just before the train reached him it took Pat. — Mrs. Flannigan, yure mon Moike has just fell off th’ 
a bad bound. scaffoldin’ and killed himself, bedad ! 
Mrs. FLANNIGAN (collapsing in chair).—iivins! 
[" frequently so happens that the prophet who is without honor in his Pat.—Aisy—aisy! ’T is only his leg thot’s bruk. It’s rejoiced 
own country can’t afford to go abroad. ye 'll be to hear it whin ye thought he was killed fur-r-st! 
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GREAT CLEARANCE SALE!!! 


Of Unpublished <7Vlanuscripts by the Talented ¢cAuthor 
CERVANTES SMITH. 

NOTED Cincinnati critic said of Mr. Smith’s work: “This 

author’s style comprises the best traits of Henry James 

and O. Henry.” 

The undersigned, having come into possession of 
five of this great write:’s manuscripts, offer them at 
unheard-of figures to close them out. ‘The manu- 
scripts are slightly thumbed and travel-stained, but are 
otherwise in perfect condition. They are as follows: 







d 


I. “GRANDFATHER’S Guost.” Thrilling adventure story; 5,621 
words; perfectly punctuated, beautifully typewritten. The author says 
he would not have taken $500 for this story when it was written. On 
account of our small operating expense and reputation for quick sales 
we offer “Grandfather’s Ghost” at the amazing price of ...... $49.97 

II. “THE RECONSIDERATION OF EMMA Jaynes.” Humorous 
story, with love element deftly interwoven; 5,107 words, many of them 
very long. Some of the best-known editors in the country have re- 
gretted they could not use this story. It was offered first by Mr. Smith 
at five cents a word. We place it on sale at the low price of . . $26.75 

III. “Cries aT Mipnicut.” A detective story, with a thrilling 
plot and dazzling dénouement. Under our liberal merchandizing pol- 
icy, no extra charge will be made for the dénouement. Seventeen 
editors who have seen this manuscript have written to Mr. Smith that 
rejection did not imply lack of merit. Story contains nearly 6,000 
words. Anyone desiring a fine detective story, containing a problem 
which even tlie author was not wholly able to solve, will snap this at the 
ESS bcvncsne oie ees bky so wiendssee nbeebouendee $30.50 

IV. “\VuHILLIKins.” A comic masterpiece. An editor said of 
this story: “It is #00 funny. We dare not print it.” A laugh in every 
line. Mr. Smith believes this to be the most humorous story he has 
ever written. Partly in the same spirit of jest we offer it at ..- $10.00 

V. “Dornc His Worst.” A satire, about 5,000 words in 
length, and about as broad. Here is what some editors say of it: 

ANYBODY’S MAGAZINE.—Sorry we can’t use ‘‘ Doing His Worst.” 

We thought it a corking title. 

Nopopy’s MAGAZINE.—We have read ‘‘ Doing His Worst. 
have done it at last. Regrets. 
SOMEBODY’s MAGAZINE. — Accept our regrets. ‘‘ Doing His 

Worst”’ is IT. 

Mr. Smith thinks so well of this story that he reserves the dramatic 
rights. All other rights, including that of suppression, go with the story 
at the low price of...... alah Rea TE Ia Side ZG bik OS ete She Siw Srmsiawie aut $25.79 

DO NOT DELAY. BUY THESE MASTERPIECES WHILE THEY LAST. 

REMEMBER, KIPLING WAS ONCE AN OBSCURE AUTHOR. 
THIS ADV. WILL POSITIVELY NOT APPEAR AGAIN. 
MEYERSTEIN AND GUGGENBERG, 
Dealers in Rejected MSS. 
{= DOUBLE PINK TRADING-STAMPS FOR THIS SALE. “SJ 
Freeman Tilden. 
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TALK ABOUT THE MEN OF GOTHAM! 


THEIR Famous Bow. was A Lor MorE SEAWORTHY THAN THIs. 








SA courtship conducted via the mails is about as satisfactory as a perusal 
of the bill-of-fare in lieu of dinner! 











LOOKING BACKWARD IN 1950. 


‘‘Why that dreamy expression, Ann?” 

‘*Oh, I was just thinking what a cinch our grandmothers must have 
had. No cigarettes or mixed drinks, no politics, no choking collars and 
stiff shirts. Think of it!” 


NATIVE SHREWDNESS. 


— thisman. Heisa Native. A Native of Indiana? Oh, no, Johnny, 

a Native of some other strange wild land, which explains why he is 
dressed in a waste-basket and a spear. : 

And, Willie, do you love the 
Native? 

Oh, you bad, bad boy! 
You must learn to love the 
Native. That is the only 
way to make anything out 
of him, you know. 

You must approach him 
kindly and with an outfit 
consisting of a_ glad, 
ingenuous smile, a self- 
pronouncing Bible, an 
clephant-gun, and a 
black-snake whip. 

After reading him 
your favorite chapter 
you must hang the 
black-snake whip on 





him a couple of times and PROFIT AND LOSS. 
then tell him to run off and ; ; ops ae 

COHEN | fo his partner ).—I'm sorry now 
get you some rubber or dot I gave der bookkeeper a vacation. His 
coca. If he does not run books vas all right! 


fast enough you may cut off 
his right foot so as to teach him a moral lesson. Learn to love the 


Native, Johnny. There is money in it. 


ETERNAL QUESTION. 


M**. Wayupp.— What were you and Mrs. Highupp having such 
a hot discussion about ? 
Mrs. Biast.— Woman’s eternal question: Whether it is better 
to live with a husband who is a gentleman at home and a beast out- 
side, or with one who is a beast at home and a gentleman outside. 


( Pager es of our modern astute detectives act as though they were 
obeying the injunction “ Keep Off the Track!” 
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THE IDEAS OF LITTLE WILLIE. 


1I.— WiLuie’s IDEA OF ‘‘GoING TO BED WITH THE CHICKENS.” 


A VICTIM OF IRREGULARITY. 


JiuOUGH no great catch, this man was caught, 
And neighbors tell, I’m told, 
That oft, with scratch, his face was scraught, 
Till fearful yells he yold. 






In sink of sadness almost sunk, 
To quit all strife he strove— 

And after he a think had thunk, 
A happier life he love. 


To steal a kiss, no more he stole; 
To make a break, he broke; 
To remedy the deal he'd dole, 
A secret sneak he snoke. 


PUC 
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OLD MAN RADCLIFFE, 
7 {” was not a captain of industry. He did not get his picture 
in the newspapers. He endowed no theological seminaries. 
He was not a warrior; even less a prophet. No flags 
were half-masted at his death ; even the news of it got barely beyond 
the borders of his home State. The world will swing along serenely 
now that he is no longer here. He will have no place in the pages 
of history. No orators will refer, with upcast 
eyes and outstretched hands, to his name. 
Let him rest. He was eighty-six—he 
died full of years. 
fiis name was De Witt Clinton 
Radcliffe, and he lived in Phoenix- 
ville, Penn. He loved boys. He 
knew how to make baseballs, and 
cunningly contrived he many of 
them, and passed them around, say- 
ing, “Try these, fellows.” They 
were the fine st baseballs that ever 
were. You could knock’em a mite, 
as the hyperbolic saying is. Honest, 
you could rap a fly right over the 
roof of the school-house Jrom the field 
in back of the livery-stable. Just 
what the inventor put into those 
balls to make them so superb will never | Poco F 
be known. You could take one to pieces 
without finding the secret. Reach makes 
a good ball, and so does Spalding—but that 
ts their business, and you can easily find out 
what they stuff them with. trhaps the difference 
was that Old Man Radcliffe stuffed them with 
affection. He loved boys. 
There was just a little notice in the papers when the old man died. 
It said that he had been known as the “boys best friend.” By whom, 
pray, was he so called? Certainly not by the boys. They probably called 
him * Old Radcliffe,” or “ Whiskers,” or something like that, and initiated 
him into the freemasonry of boyhood by swiping his apples. For boys don't 
love anybody. Boys are not meant to love anybody. They are meant to 
make old men, and men not so old, remember. Radcliffe remembered. 





A HERO is a man who bunches his bravery, in distinction to the 
ordinary citizen who fritters away his bravery on small occasions. 








Fate’s dice with crafty shake he shook ; 
fi : As gamblers feel he felt; 

// But ere the final stake he stook 

/ A bitter squeal he squelt. 


Of earlier days, I think, he thought, 
Ere Hymen’s bonds had bound— 
Before his links were firmly lought— 

When he by blond was blound. 


A stroke for liberty he struck; 
For in a fly he flw— 

But though full many a joke he juck, 
A secret cry he crew. 


Then stings of conscience no more stung, 
And so in peace he slept ; 
For, on the wings of Morpheus brung, 


In Paradise he pept. 
Geo. B. Morewood. 


aA 


TOUGH JOB. 
1 agra apogee TEaCHER.— Yes, Willie, the prophets were 
ready to prophesy: about anything, and what they said 
always came true. 
Wititie.—Huh! You notice them prophets were all foxy 
enough to die off before the world’s series were invented. 





THE SEASONS CROSS. 


eee | is reported as being crazy as a March hare. 

GiLiis.—Worse. He’s as crazy as a September “sport bug.” 
He is down on the tennis-court this morning in a football suit trying 
to knock down bowling-pins with a baseball. 




















HE MEANT WELL. 


See what your Uncle Zeb has sent us for a wedding-present. 


THE BRIDE. 





A baby-carriage! 
THE Groom.— Oh, well, good old Zeb means all right! We can exchange 


it for something useful! 
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FORGOTTEN LAUGHS. 


THE LorD FAUNTLEROY Boy OF 1889, FOR INSTANCE. 








—_ ’*M hung up with five hundred of this stuff that 
I can’t sell—no market for it,’’ growls one 
floor-trader to another. 

‘* Five hundred? You’re in easy,’’ is the reply. 

a " Know how much I’m luggingalong? 

of the Press. 80 even thousand. Bought it the 
same day last week you did, and onthe 
same tip. What’re we going to do about it?”’ 

‘* What 're we going to doabout it? We’re going 
to se/l/—-that’s what we ’re going todo. Come on 
over to Fred's. I just saw Smith, that fly reporter 
on the S/ar, go in there, and I’ve got an idea.”’ 

Business of the two traders hobnobbing over a 
‘able in the corner, talking in low, earnest tones. 
Smith, bursting with curiosity, listening with all 
his might at a table near by. ‘‘ Real thing — good 
for five points, anyway,’’ he catches. ‘ Bill’s got THE CRAZE. 
an order—five thousand—don’t know just when, 
but soon, this afternoon—deal’s c/osed, man alive— 
Why, HEL1Lo,. Smith, you over there? Come and till vewr mothers go to see that blamed “Little Lord Fauntleroy’ 
have a drink with us.”’ ‘ : ; 

The newspaper man has his drink and works 
cautiously around to his subject. No, neither of 





Master Guy (who has grown very rapidly).— You need n’t laugh, fellers. Just wait 
every night for a week! 


’ 


them has heard anything about the X. Y. Z. deal. BIG firm downtown that does a good deal of YIELDING 

But that guilty look does n’t get past Smith. And business out on the curb has a reputation for ‘ ; ; i ae = bas 

when they both jump up with the exclamation taking plenty of time about paying its commission ; her Man from Mars clapped his glass to 
lis eye. 


that the market ’s nearly over and that they’ve got bills. The business is ‘‘ good,’’ and the curb people 
to get back on the floor, Smith éows it ’s so. are keen about getting it, but at the end of the “What,” he asked, most animatedly, “is that 

Ten minutes later it comes over the news-tickers month it is always the same story—they have an ; 
that the X. Y. Z. deal has been put through. No- awful time collecting their money. 
body cares much one way or the other, but there Not long ago one of the curb-brokers to whom 
is a little flutter in the stock—enough for the two _ this firm had owed about a hundred dollars for some 
traders to sell their 1,500 shares on. All of which little time got very hard up and went around to col- 
is n’t very different from the origin of most finan- lect. The visit was fruitless, and so, the next week, 
cial ‘‘dope.”’ hetriedit again. Nothingdoing. Finally, the third 
time, he got to the head of the house and, 
thoroughly exasperated, declared that it was a 
shame that he could n’t get his bill paid. 

The head of the house is a Southerner, is 
red-headed, and has all the other ‘‘makings”’ 
for a quick temper. First he told the unfor- 
tunate curb-broker what he thought of him, 
then he told him to get out, and then, when 
the broker would n’t, he told him to go to hell. 

As the red-headed mar got angrier the other 
got cooler. And as to the final invitation 
extended, that didn’t bother him a bit. A 
meditative look, indeed, came over his face, 
and he appecred to be seriously considering the 
proposition. Then slowly he shook his head. 
‘*Why, Mr. ,’ he finally said, “you cer- 
tainly can’t ask me to go there with my ac- 
counts in such shape as this!’’ 

It paid him. A few minutes later he walked 
out of the office with the check in his pocket. 


¥ 
CFors are good for a couple of seasons in suc 
cession and the Eureka Store — General 


Merchandise—makesa little money. ‘The rail- 
road comes through, population takes a jump, 





——_—_——j 
————— 
—_= 





and the Eureka really gets to be quite a store MEAS 
eos Ri SURES. 
Eph isn’t seen behind the counter any more. 
Finally they start a bank and, of course, make THEATRE-GOER. — How long is the inter- 
Eph—‘‘our most prosperous merchant’'— mission in this show ? 
president. Eph doesn’t know any more about DoorMAN.— About five drinks, two coffin- 
banking than he knows about the North Pole, nails, or one racy story. 


but he does know who's good and who is n't, 

and so the bank doesn't lose any money and 

is a success. great dust yonder, accompanied by the sounds 
All very well as long as Eph realizes his of q desperate struggle?” 

limitations and stays on the job. The sad part The Farthl oe , 

of it comes when they get the convention bee = varthborn shrugged his shoulders. 

in their bonnets and run around from city to “That,” he made answer, “is somebody 

city making ‘‘ speeches "’ on the ‘‘Need of Cur- yielding to the importunities of his friends to 

rency Reform” and the ‘‘ Banking Systems of become a candidate for some office or other.” 

Europe.’’ Then it gets to be positively awful— 


ON THE BLACK-LIST. especially forthe people who try toread the speeches, 





First CHAUFFEUR.— Did the guy you ran — a in papers ~~ make a specialty of DISTINCTIVE. 
, , ‘ ’ ira ta ial advertising. Get back on the job, Epl ’ . : : : 
y yey aki im to the hospital ? or gone eihatonge >. ‘ job, Eph, IICKER.— ‘ . " 4 de 
— per an? sno agh 2 ‘eee and spend your time looking over the ‘‘ paper”’ ee hat is Smith's chief claim to 
SECOND CHAUFFEUR.— He did not! The they ’ve bought while you were away. It will help originality ? 
next time I run over him he’ll know it! you and your bank likewise. Franklin. Bocker.—He never calls himself a live wire. 


- low rises worth by powerty oppressed,” but if it would arise early and 
hustle it might avoid poverty. 
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WHY WORRY? e 


Fe— HE spellbinders t."l us that much is at stake, 
-And warn us at length of our doom; 

They tell of the terrible panic ‘t will make, 
The era of horror and gloom, 

Unless with our ballots we’re fully prepared 
To choose their particular saint, 

And we otta be scared— 

But we ain’t! 





The orators wrap themselves up in the flag 
And pull out the tremolo stop, 
The ghosts of past glory before us they drag» 
And tears by the bucket they slop. 
But somehow that olden-time buncombe is chilled, 
And the cheers of the people are faint— 
We otta be thrilled— 
But we ain’t. 


- 






The managers issue a whole lot of junk 
Which shows, just as certain as sin, 
That all of the other side’s boastings are bunk “ EIGHT — NINE—TEN!” 

And “ We, and we only,” can win. 
“Those people beat US? Oh, preposterous thought, 
How crazy, how foolish, how quaint!” 


And we otta be taught — ‘ 
But we ain’t! THE MAN BEHIND. 


_ the Average.Citizen came to us he was shaking with rage to 
such an extent that his collar ends would n’t stay buttoned. 
* Burn him alive!” he shouted. “ Boil him in oil!” 
* Boil whom?” we queried in a kindly voice. 





THE REFEREE.—It’s high time both of you took the count! 


The world is so full of a number of things 
Like baseball, and football, and toil, 
And kisses, and lovers, and solitaire rings, 





That politics can't make-us boil. “The head of the Vice Trust.” ; 
q ‘ ’ . ateaad fp / 
We hear and we read of each stunt that's occurred, So we summoned the head of the Vice Trust jl’ 
Each charge and each counter complaint, \ 7 


into our august presence. 
“ But it’s not my fault,” he explained. 
“T just organized the industry. Why 


don’t you get after the man behind 
e have n’t forgotten our duty as men 7 
Ww t forg y , me—the fellow who does the real 


But bugaboos frighten us not; work?” 
The olden-time bogies can’t scare us again, 
The talk of disaster is rot. 
To vote as we please we are fully prepared, 


s And we otta be stirred— 
But we ain't! 


“Well, burn him alive— boil him 
in cil,” agreed the Average Citizen a 
bit grudgingly. 


hatever the pictures they paint, 4 ‘ 
Pe, 7 be P vo 7 Ft So we sent envoys to the Unmen- 

e need n't be age ro or tionable and haled him before us. 
nd we ain perton Drarey. “ But I ain’t to blame,” he whined. 


“T don’t gointothistrade 
because I] likeit. There’s 
somebody behind me. 
‘There ’s a fellow that 
forced me into it. It’s 





Big Business.” ZS LZgqDUO ~ 
Whereupon we (dap a, 


herded Big Business into 
the box, while the Average 


Citizen had-to be restrained CINDER. 
by three detectives to keep Desdemona wept copiously 
rH ° ‘*What's the matter now?" her 
him quiet. father asked, in much anxiety. 
6 - oe e sal “I've got a cinder in my eye!” 
° It . not my fault, , said sobbed Desdemona, 4 
Big Business. “| did n’t But nobody had the least idea 
; that she meant Othello, the dinge 
make the world—lI took it par excellence of those days 


as I found it. Why don’t 
you go after the man behind me — the man who made the 
noeet . world I found, and who permitted all these things to exist — 
i] =) 7 y os ; the Average Citizen?” 
4 “So,” we said sternly, “so that is how the land lies. 
And who is behind you, Mr. Average Citizen?” 

But somehow the Average Citizen had broken loose and 
run away to get the latest baseball score. = Horatio Winslow. 





MARRIAGE. 


. | ‘HE couple were being married by an out-of-town Justice 
BS rete = ; of the Peace. 

6 > using ty ail f a ; é — “Until death do you part?” the magistrate asked, in 
Yet. heel f =a Until you | g : 

‘ te oie = r¢ et ' the usual form. 





Laie np Fare, pe ” 2 ‘ 
[ee ae Ae , The man hesitated. ‘See here, judge, can’t you 
ie ai A ANY 6 = . z make it an indeterminate sentence?” quoth he, after think- 


ing a moment. 





THE WANDERING SHEEP. OUR GUESSING CONTEST. 
Parson.—I was glad to see you at prayer-meeting last night, brother. | ie Progressive Party consists of one-tenth Bull Moose and 
VILLAGE SousE.— Was ¢hat where I was? Wal, I ’il—be—jiggered! nine-tenths —- ° 





THE PUCK PRESG 


HANGING ON. 
WHAT CAN TAFT DO? THEY ARE HIS GUIDES AND HE IS TIED TO THEM 








THE HACK. 


| *m a sober-sided hack of many paces, 

Lacking temper, and most reasonable to hire; 
I’ve a quantity of literary graces 
And a fair amount of artificial fire. 





Have you anything on earth you wish to 
fight for ? 
I’m your man for—oh! a very modest fee. 
Is there anything at all you nurse a spite for ? 
Pay my price and put the matter up to me. 


I’ll expose the straightest parliament in session 
Or I’ll prove they passed the very best of laws; 

I ‘il play patriot or renegade or Hessian, 
And I'll preach or cheat or blackguard in the cause. 























Here's for sale the very soul from out my body; “yy 
Here you are, sir—look it over—lift the lid! 
Here is alla man was made for waiting to be bought and paid for— 
Wisdom, vigor, honor, courage—what ’s the bid? 
Horatio Winslow. 
ed 
A SEASON OF MONOTONY. 
‘W": no,” confessed Mr. Dud Ruckman, a prominent mat 
citizen of the ’Possum Trot neighborhood, who 
had percolated into the office of the Polkville, Ark., Veek/y I’m 
Clarion, and been held up by the able editor at the point of | 
his interrogatory gimlet, “I don’t reckon I know of any lick 
news of interest. As a matter of fact, there has been so little boy: 
going on of late out theré that we have took to sorter amusing JUST BEFORE THE EARTHQUAKE. any 
ourselves with a guessing contest, as I s’pose you’d call it. ‘lhe ArLas, wiTH His BURDEN, TAKes A Passinc GLANCE AT VENUS. | 
Hon. John R. Trickery is keeping us guessing whether to re-elect him to If t 
the legislature or chase him out of the township, and—well, come to think, ———____-—— 
we did run a feller out last week; new-comer from the North, some’rs, It’s 
that nobody could get along with —always stirring up trouble. Why, out again by the other faction that did n’t believe presizely the same way, this 
actually, he argied that whisky would n’t cure snake bites! Some think,  ’pears like; but that ain’t hardly what you'd call news, for revivals will we 
because ‘Trickery was called the Wit of the Legislature we ort to send _ be revivals, and there ain’t no help for it. Well, that’s about the extent har 
him back there again, and others hold that it would be just as satisfactory, of —— Ho, though; there was considerable interest in the spiritualistic goo 
and a heap cheaper, to send a comic valentine. meetings at S. K. Smathers’s house. ‘The spirit 
“Of course, it’s been pretty tollable dry. And there was a grand rappings were loud and frequent, and the 4 a ee ther 
awakening at the revival, and according to all reports the Lord was with folks got some mighty interesting answers { 4 ‘ got 
‘em, and there was a fight or two, and the presiding elder had one side from the other shore, and I reckon the Ye 
of his side-whiskers burnt off or pulled off—I ain’t shore which—and _ sessions would have been going on was 
the organ was flung into the creek a time or two by one faction and drug __ yet if some blamed boy had n’t killed she 
the woodpecker that was the 
doing the rapping. 
“ But, aw, well, as our 
I said before, there don’t 
*pear to be much of any- tich 
thing going on, out my wel 
way. Looks sorter like 
rain, off to the southwest, bus 
don’t it?” Zom P. Morgan. | P 
Ol < 
EVEN THEN. - 
“TLJyun,” sneered the ’ ap 
Ape, as the first wh 
pair packed their baggage, of 
reparatory to leaving Eden. 
Prim med on he home ALL IN HIS EYE. 
grounds, was n’t you?” we 
“Ves,” assented Adam, “but just wait till you see what we 
a fine road team we’ll make.” wo 
Whereupon the Serpent wound up and uncorked the ing 
first curve. 
USUALLY. : 
91 
errr suppose you conductors are bothered by rs 
a lot of foolish questions ? the 
Raitroap Conpuctror. — No; they all run about 
alike. The women all ask “When do we get there?” and 
. the men “What can we get there?” 
QUITE CORRECT. é fre 
LATIN TEKACHER.— Now you may give me an example of the dative. i balances all things, but the few get the big money . ca 
Hicu-Scuoor Giri (wth her mind elsewhere).—1 will meet you at eight o’clock. while the many get the balance. re 
t would be a great thing for humanity if automobiles could be as easily 
dodged as our pecuniary obligations! his 
CO 
fin 
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ha 





a 


THE MILL AND THE DAUGHTER. 


T was John Ellicott’s boast that he had never had a 
strike at his mill. For twenty years, in the littl New 
England village of Hampshore, his modest, but 
always prosperous, woolen mill had gone along 















smoothly. On the one hand, he was a rugged man 
of simple tastes and kindly mien, willing to con- 
cede that his employes were entitled to a fair share 
of the profits which they had helped to make 
On the other hand, he had refused all opportunities 
to join the ‘Trust and thus separate himself from | 
the active management of the institution. Accord- 
ingly, his employes gladly accepted something near 
the prevailing rate of wages, and respected him. 
One evening, just before closing time, there 
came a knock at the door of his private office. 
In answer to his “Come in,” the door was opened 
j ‘ by a middle-aged man, the head of one of the 
; “er it wi, 7 ,° departments. ~~ | 
N “Qh, it’s you, is it, Henderson?” said Elli- 
cott pleasantly. “Sit down. What can I do i 








k > SN YY you?” | 
Ss |\ % The man slowly approached the chair by the desk and 
—— ay sat down gingerly. He held his oily cap in his hand and 


fumbled it with nervous fingers, but hesitated to speak. 

“What can I do for you?” repeated Ellicott after a brief pause. 

“1 don’t know just how to tell you,” began Henderson. “You see, a little 
matter has come up in the shop, and the boys asked me to speak to you about it.” 

“The boys asked you?” queried Ellicott wonderingly. ‘“That’s good. 
I’m glad to see they take an interest. What’s it about?” 

“Well, it’s a mighty delicate matter, Mr. Ellicott, and I'd rather take a 
lickin’ than say anything to you about it. But, you see, it’s just like this: The 
boys say it’s got to be settled, and I thought I might as well do the talkin’ as 
anybody else. I been here about the longest.” 

“Go right ahead, Henderson. If you’ve got anything to say, don’t hesitate. | 
If there’s anything wrong, I dare say it can be fixed up. What’s the trouble?” | 

“It ain’t trouble. ‘That is, it ain’t exactly trouble in the ordinary sense. 
It’s something different. _ Now you know we’ve always got along all right in 
thisshop. We never had a union, and when the mills all around us were striking, 
we stuck right to it. All the boys like you. They think you're an honest, 
hard-working, conscientious man and entitled to all you’ve got of this world’s 
goods. Of course, you know that as well as I do.” 

“I’ve tried to be good to the boys,” rejoined Ellicott, “and I'd be sorry if 

there was any change in their attitude. What is it? Have the agitators finally 
got at them and made them restless?” 
“Qh, no. Not that, Mr. Ellicott. “They got no use for agitators. As | 
was saying, the boys all like you, and they like Mrs. Ellicott, too. ‘They think 
she’s the salt of the earth. She’s always been so kind in times of sickness, and 
the like o’ that, and the boys would n’t do a thing to make her feel bad.” 

“T am sure we are both grateful for that, Henderson. We have tried to do 
our duty as we saw it. But what has that to do with the trouble in the shop?” 

“I was tryin’ to get around to it,” said Henderson. ‘But it’s the most 
ticklish job I ever tackled. We like you and we like Mrs. Ellicott, but—but— 
well, your daughter. Now, as far as your daughter is concerned 7 

“Come, come, Henderson, I don’t want to be impatient. Let’s stick to 
business and leave my daughter out of it.” 

“Td like to, Mr. Ellicott, but the truth of the matter is that she’s the cause 
of all the trouble.” 






















































CAN’T WAIT 
TILL HE WAKES UP! 


Been a-pacin’ up and down the pike o’ life with this here jimmy and a sore 
tongue nigh 50 year. 


“When, what do you know about that there Prince Albert in the 10c tidy red 
tin and 5c toppy red bag a-comin’ ’long ! 


“ ° 
Hez Jones, sez he to me, ‘Hen, you go to that Prince Albert and cut away 
from chaff-brands an’s dust-brands and fire-brands! Get a smoke what’s a real smoke 
and won’t, because it can’t, burn your tongue.’ 


“Say, why, I smoke Prince Albert all day an’ all night, xow. Can’t wait till I 
wake up! And never get a sting—ner a grouch! 


‘ * 9 . 
‘That there P. A. terbaccer ain’t got no teeth, I reckon. Jes’ can’t bite! 


“And them boys sez, ‘greates’ cigarette what is.’ Fresh and sweet and long 
burnin’ an’ sich like. Mus’ be good for what ails ’em if it tastes like it does in my 
ole jimmy !” 





“Why, what do you mean, Henderson? She has n’t been interfering with 
matters in the mill, has she?” 

“Oh, no. And we would n’t mind it if she had. It ain’t that. And it ain’t 
a prejudice against her, either. We used to think the world and all of her, and 
when she was a little girl, runnin’ around with her long curls, there was n’t one | 
of us that would let any harm come to her. She was the pet of the village.” 

“Well,” said Ellicott after a brief interval. 

“Understand me,” resumed Henderson. “I don’t mean to say that | 
we wish her any harm now. Not at all. Even when she went away to college | 
we were all glad. We kind of felt we had a hand in it, and we had an idea she 
would grow up to be some kind of a great woman, and we could point to her, feel- 
ing we had somehow helped.” 

“Go on,” said Ellicott. 

“Well, we were kind of disappointed when she got home from college. We | 
talked it over among ourselves, but we did n’t let it go any further. We thought | 
she had sort of grown away from us. Some of the boys were pretty restless, even 
then. ‘If that’s what we’re workin’ for,’ they said, ‘it don’t seem much use.’” 

“This is all very interesting,” observed Ellicott, “but get to the point.” 

_ “I’m pretty near through,” replied the other. “As I say, when she got home 
from college, the boys were kind of restless, but they seemed to forget all about 
it again when she went abroad to that finishing-school. I say, we kind of forgot, 
but when she got back it broke out worse ’n ever. I know I’m talkin’ about a 
delicate matter, Mr. Ellicott, but I hope you ‘ll understand that we ’ve got your 
best interests at heart.” 

“Go on,” said Ellicott bluntly. 

“Well ” Henderson pulled a huge bandanna from his pocket and mopped 
his brow, “well, now, I’m goin’ to speak plainly. The boys have come to the 
conclusion that they ’ve made a mistake. Your daughter has been back from 
finishing-school for some time now and we can’t see as it’s done her any good. 
She doesn’t do anything for anybody. When she came back the paper said she 
had a fine musical education, but nobody ever heard her make any use of it.” 










































“ And then what ?” persisted Ellicott imperturbably: 

“That ’s about all there is to it, Mr. Ellicott. The boys may be wrong about 
it, but that ’s the way they feel about it, and facts is facts. They feel that it’s 
no use workin’ at low wages any longer if there ain’t anything to come of it.” 

“And so they ’re going to strike; is that it?” inquired Ellicott. 

“No, it ain’t got that far yet, but they think under the circumstances they 
ought to have more money. They feel they can make better use of it themselves 
than to turn it over to a school that puts an end to a person’s usefulness.” 

“And if I refuse?” queried Ellicott. 

“ 1 don’t know,” said theother. “I'd hate to see any trouble, but if you refuse, 
I won’t promise what the outcome will be. Something ’s got to be done.” 

“What can you suggest, Henderson ?” 

“Well, there ain’t but two things I can think of: Either you have got to 
have trouble or send your daughter away.” 

“Do you think it would do any good to send her away ?” 

“Well,” said Henderson, “it’s pretty harsh measures, and I don’t exactly 
know where you 'd send her.” 

* But that would cost more than keeping her at home.” 

“T suppose it would. Out of sight, out of mind, you know.” 

Ellicott got up from his chair, went to the door which stood slightly aja 
peered into the outer office, closed the door, returned to his chair and sat down 

“ Henderson,” said he, leaning over confidentially, “1 suppose it’s a queet 
thing for a father to say, but to tell the truth I’ve felt about this much the same 
as the boys have. She has a splendid voice, but she does n’t sing. She has an 
excellent piano education, but she does n’t play. She has all sorts of accomplish 
ments which she makes no use of. Now she has been wanting to go abroad 
again to get some more. She wants to take a course under Rubenowski, who- 
ever heis. This morning I told her flat that she could n’t go. But I ’ve changed 
my mind. If Rubenowski can keep peace in the family, I'll resign in favor of 
Rubenowski.” Ellis O. Jones 








For High Balls 


Apollinaris 


It blends perfectly 
with all Whiskies 
It makes them more. wholesome 





THERE was a minister who believed that there is something good in all men 
and women, no matter to what depths of degradation they may have sunk. The 
minister began to collect and jot down in his notebook specific instances which 
proved his theory. 
and while the two were engaged in earnest conversation a rat stole out from his 
hiding-place in the corner of the cell, and crept toward the prisoner. The un- 
happy man fondled the rat with every show of affection. 

“Do you love that rat, and have you been so kind to him as to tame him 
completely ?” asked the minister eagerly, fumbling in his pocket for his notebook. 

“ Love this rat?” ” repeated the prisoner. ew hy, I’d share my last crust 
with him any minute.’ 

“ And can you a me, my oor fellow, what has put into your heart this 
unselfish love for a rat?” 

“Sure,” answered the prisoner. 
Woman's World. 


“This rat—he bit the jailer, sir!”— 








OUR NEXT PRESIDENT! 





PUCK’S PORTRAIT OF THE 


Hon. Woodrow Wilson 


In Colors, Size 14x21 inches Price Ten Cents 


SECURELY WRAPPED AND MAILED 
ANYWHERE ON RECEIPT OF PRICE 


AL Democrats and Progressives will want a copy of this 

life-like picture, which has been pronounced by com- 
petent critics to be the finest portrait on the market of the 
Democratic Nominee for the Presidency. 


Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette St., New York 


——jcan get you a divorce—and get it 


One day he was paying a visit to a condemned prisoner, | _ 
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THE DISCOVERY. 








SLIGHTLY MIXED. 


Chap about to wed was nervous; 
‘To the young best man he cried: 
‘**Tell me, is it kisstomary 
For the groom to cuss the bride?” 
— Woman's Home Companion. 


“Yes, madam, I can get you the 
divorce. For five hundred dollars I 


without publicity, too.” 
“But what would it cost with pub- 
licity?” she asked.—£ast and West. | 














Pears’ Soap is not med- 
icated; just good, pure 
soap. Contains no free 
alkali to injure the deli- 
cate texture of the skin. 

Matchless for the com- 


plexion. 
Established in 1789. 





FRUGALITY. 

Her FatHer.— Young man, are 
you qualified to marry and support my 
daughter? 

ADELBERT.—I hold the record for 
running my four-cylinder roadster 

twenty-seven miles on a pint of gaso- 
lene.— New York Globe. 











Plain Facts 
about 
Champagne 
Can the cus- 
toms officers } 
impart life, q 
bouquet, flavor 
toa wine? Can a trans- 
atlantic steamship 
freight department im- 
prove the purity and 
deliciousness ofa 

champagne? 
If so, by all means pay 
$2.00 for your cham- 
pagne-—of which Uncle 
Sam gets 60c for duty 
and a steamship com- 
pany 40c for freight. 
But if not—buy Cook's 
Imperial and get the 
best of champagnes, all 
of whose cost goes into 
quality. 

Sold Everywhere and Served Everywhere 

American Wine Co. St. om, Mo. 











CoUNCIL 





OF WAR. 





A teaspoonful of Abbott's 
26 cts. in stamps. 


Bitters with your Grape Fruit 


makes an ideal eppesinns pee Sample of bitters by mail, 


Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 























HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS | 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 





82, 34 ani 36 Bleecker Street 
Branson Wanknousk: 2 Beekman Street { New Yous 
All kinds of Paper made to order. 
Two small boys in a family of 


Friends had a disagreement, during 
lwhich the elder boy became very 
much incensed. 

Finally, no longer able to control 
himself, he took the brother by the 
shoulder and shook him, with the 
exclamation: ‘Oh, thee little you, 
thee!” 

Then, as the solemnity of his oath 
came over him, he said in a changed 
voice: “ Don’t tell mother I swore.” — 
Youth's Companion. 

















MEN like widows because they pre- 
tend not to know a lot that they really 
do know.—Free Lance. 


GARAGES 


For Automobiles and Motorcycles 


$30 to $200 


| Easy to put up. Portable. 
All sizes. Postal brings 
4 latest illustrated catalog. 


THE EDWARDS MPG.CO.,240-290 Bédleston Ave. Cisciasati.0 
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An Improvement 
That Pays for the Machine 


Column Selector of the Model 10 


Remington Typewriter 


° 
On the Model 10 Remington the starting point of every line of the letter is reached by 
one touch on a Column Selector Key. The time saved by eliminating hand adjustments 
of the carriage averages 40 seconds per letier and envelope. This average has been 
determined by ive tests. 
Forty seconds per letter! Multiply that by the number of letters your operator 
writes—every day and every week. Figure this time on the basis of the wages you pay 
your operator. Then you will see how quickly this improvement pays for the machine. 


Remington Typewriter Compaay 
(Incorporated) 
New York’ and Everywhere 


( The above is an accurate statement of the service rendered by the 














Copyright 1912 by Keppler & Schwarzmann. 
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TS is but one ex- 
| ample of the PUCK 

PROOFS. Send Ten 
| Cents for Fifty-page Cat- 
alogue of Reproductions 
| in Miniature. 


os 
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Address PUCK 





295-309 Lafayette St., 








Wuat He Reap. | 


A traveling man stopped overnight | 
with a farmer a long way from a 
settlement. After supper the traveler 
tried to get up a conversation. 

“What do you think of the Roose- 
velt-Taft fight?” he asked. 

“Dunno nothin’ about it, 
replied. 

“Well, 
be a compromise candidate. 
you think of Hughes?” 

“Never heard of him.” - | 

“Do you believe in Christian 
Science?” ; 

“T dunno what you mean.” 

“Have you any ideas about the 
Turko-Italian War?” 

“Didn't know they was no war.” | 
“Ts it your opinion that airships are 

| 
| 


” the farmer 


it may be that Hughes will 
What do 





practical ?” 
“Never hearn of ’em. So fur’s I 
know they ain’t no flyin’ yet.” 

“ But,” exclaimed the traveler, “do 
you never read the newspapers?” | 
“T useter,” replied the farmer. “I 
did oncet fur quite a spell; but they 
got too funny. ‘Bout ten or ‘leven 
years ago I quit readin’’em. Since 
then I’ve been readin’ a book.” — | 

sctettiel Evening Post. 


Cortes CGARS 


“MADE At Key WEST 


ns That 7 

“Awful Smart 

Your Shaving Soap Did It 
The free caustic found 
its way into the pores of 

our skin and thatterri- Jf 

ble smarting and draw- ff 
ing sensation resulted. 


MENNENS 


SHAVING CREAM 


which contains no free caustic, 
and enjoya cool, comfortable shave. 


Mennen’s Shaving Cream 
makes a lather which requires 
no ‘‘rubbing in’’ to soften the 
beard. You lather and then 
shave. Saves time, and does 
away with tender faces. 


For sale everywhere, 25¢ 
Sample Tube Free 


GERHARD MENNEN CO. 
Newark, N. J. 





Mrs. KnickER.-—Why do you write 
home for more money? 

Mrs. Bocker.—If George is having 
a good time he owes it to me, and if 
he isn’t having a good time he has 
saved it.— Zhe Sun. 
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Laugh and Grow Fat ! 





The 


- 
Take PUCK and Laugh ! 
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Question 
Before 


the House 


Is, Have You 
Subscribed For 

















The Foremost and Most 
Widely Quoted Humorous 
Weekly 


As a Home Paper PUCK will please you 


It is attractive pictorially, because its artifis are among the bea. 

It is funny, but neither vulgar nor suggestive. 

It is of serious interest, because its cartoons form a political history of the times. 

It is not a juvenile publication, but it is better for children than the comic 
supplements of the Sunday newspapers. 


Published Every Wednesday. 10c. per Copy. $5.00 Yearly. 





NEW YORK 


THE OPTIC NERVE. 


Proof in Carbon Black, 8 x 11 in, 


By W. E. Hill. 
PRICE 25 CENTS. 
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If your newsdealer does n't handle 





ote wane PUCK, ask him to 
~ Phin marten Se a = cand Sets oacS it for ‘you. — PUCK, New York 
preteen 6 Se ig, roms os mone “ = 
‘ Enclosed find ten cents for which send 
Tell Your Newsdealer mae package of sample pomen of 
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MARCHING TO BArTLe. | 





Brae 


NEXT WEEK. 


Name .... 











— Addres. 

very jover of a good cocktail should insist that Ab- ddress 
bott’s Bitters be used in making it; insures your getting | 
the very best. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. | 
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Great Western 


EXTRA DRY 


Champagne 


The oaly American Cham- 
pagne ever awarded @ 
Gold Medal at Foreign 
Expositions: 
Paris Exposition, 1867 
France 
Paris Exposition, 1889 
France 
Paris Exposition, 1900 
France 
Vienna Exposition, 1873 
Austria 
Bruxelles Exposition,1897 
Belgium 
Bruxelles Exposition, 1910 
Belgium 
TS 
Pleasant Valley 
Wine Co. 
Oldest and Largest Champagne 
Producers in America 


Rheims New York 




















THE ATTACK. 


THE ARMAGEDDON Cry. 
Onward, fustian soldiers, 
Marching out for gore, 
With the cash of Perkins 
Going on before! 
—Philadelphia Record, 


Tue Greeks entered Troy in a 
wooden horse. 
“Why not a bull moose?” we cried. 


Sadly they saw they were not upto | 


date.— Zhe Sun. 


“] NOTICED the first touch of autumn 
vesterday,” said the Grouch, this morn- 
ing. 
one for a hat.”.— Detroit News. 





“As usual, it was a fifteen-dollar | 





to read it. 


If you would like a magazine made for its readers alone; 
does not depend on advertising; prints the truth about 
subjects most other magazines will not touch; prints 
from eight to twelve cracking good stories every 
month; here are three bargain ways to get 
| one—PEARSON’S MAGAZINE—three ways 

suggested by readers of PEARSON’S 
MAGAZINE who want other people 
Take your choice. 





One year and one 
copy of “The Amer- 


for $1.50. 
every article about pol- 
itics published in PEAR- 
SON’S MAGAZINE is 
meant to show how 
you can help to im- 
prove our government. 
You cannot help or 
even understand such | 
articles unless you know 
what the government 
is. “The American 
Government’’ is a 
book by Frederic J.| 
Haskin, which has been | 
approved by Washing- | 
ton officials as a correct 
explanation of how our | 
government works. It, 





Sor $2.00. 


offer in 


we!l spent. 


price. 





Two years, suggest- 
ed by a reader who 


ican Government” thinks everybody 
Nearly willlike it, for $2.00. 


Cleveland, C.. 


lune 7, 1912. 


As a well wisher of 
Pearson's pernut me to 
offer a suggestion. It 
may not appeal to you, 
but I'm looking at it 
From the buyer's side. 

Usually, along about 
November, the magazines 
offer a reduced rate for 
subscription renewals in 
advance of the rush sea- 
son. Last year Every- 
body's offered two years 


Why not make that 
mid-summer ? 

Most any magazine 
reader would take 
Srom bis vacation fund 
and consider it money 


With best wishes, 


will be sent free with a That’s a good sugges- 
year’s subscription to tion. Here’s the chance. 
PEARSON’S MAGAZINE If you want PEARSON’S 
at $1.50 per year, the; MAGAZINE, here’s | tion (beginning now) at 
regular subscription| chance to get it for two the rezular subscription 
years for $2.00. 


One year and all 
the back numbers 
containing Socialism 
articles for $1.50. 
The articles on Social- 
ism by Allan L. Benson 
have been running in 
PEARSON’S MAGAZINE 
since April. They will 
be completed in No- 
vember. Eugene V. 
Debs and Victor Berger 
have said that they are 
the best explanation of 
Socialism that has been 
printed. These articles 
show simply and com- 
prehensively what in- 
| telligent Socialists think 
‘that Socialism would 
do for this country. A 
copy of every back issue 
|Of PEARSON’S MAGA- 
ZINE Or a pamphlet con- 
taining the articles on 
Socialism will be sent 
with a year’s subscrip- 





2.00 


R. G. C. 





en $1.50 a year, 





There you are. Take your choice. 





bargain ways to get this magazine that may not be offered again. 


The Pearson Publishing Company, 427 E. 24th St., N. Y. 


But do it now. Here are three 























MATILDA MUGGINS 


love as 
bed, 

A Spirit writing in a book of red 

In words of flame it wrote, 
inspired. 

‘*What names are those?” the dan 
inquired. 

The Spirit, answering, staved its 
pen— 








THE KIND YOUR 

GRANDFATHER 

USED 

STILL THE BEST. 
of men.”’ 

‘And am T one?” she queried 
not so, 

Vhe Spirit said Matilda spoke n 

But hopeful still, and begged in a 
bland, 


Note style 


2 bottling 
This is the 


Guaranteed 
Original 
ackage. 


band.”’ 
The Spirit wrote and vanished 
night 
Tt came again with a great scroll 
| And showed the names whom prai 
men had blessed— 
And, lo! Matilda’s name led all th 








A taste that & 
you can recognize and a 
smoothness that you will 
remember. 


BERNHEIM DISTILLING Co. 


wish what would it be? 
He.—It would be that—th: 


would be! 
Se SHE.—Well, goon. Why 
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HAND PAINTED.  _By W. E. Hill. 
Proof in Colors, 14 x 12 in. 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 
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HEARD IN SUNDAY-SCHOOL. 





TEACHER.—What can you say of 
the Medes and the Persians? 

Younc America.—I never keep 
track of those minor league games. — 


Harper's Weekly. 
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WILL NOT SCRATCH 





No Time For Hoprpiks. 


“Every man has a hobby of some 
kind. What is yours?” 

“Keeping away from foolish people 
who ask me that kind of question.” 
| —Pitlshurgh fost. 





“A LITTLE KNOWLEDGE,” ETC. 





“‘IT’ve caught you a couple of nice trout. They’re worth 
about five shillings ” 
‘Oh, Dick, you haven’t given all that for them!”’ 
: — The Tatler. 
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for a little time and less effort than you think. 

You unconsciously advertise us while playing, 
driving or touring in the CYCLEMOBILE. 

The CYCLEMOBILE is a newly perfected machine 
not on the market for sale on account of our large 
exclusive contract with the inventors, It is built 
like a real Motor Car with two speeds, forward and 
reverse, besides a neutral coaster speed. The Body 
and Hood are Pressed Steel and second growth ash, 
supported on a Chassis frame of Rolled Steel angle 
iron, capable of carrying the weight of five full 
grown men. The Axles are also of Steel and Wheels 
Rubber Tired. The front wheels pivot on regulation 
Motor Car steering knuckles, eliminating all dan- 
ger of upsetting on curves. ‘e simply can not give 
you one hundredth part of the real Specifications 
in this limited space, but send in the coupon 
and we will TELL IT ALL. 
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) MOTOR CAR PUB. CO., 
KANSAS CITY, MO. 
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Made of the finest Burley leaf that 
grows—mellowed to perfection—a rare 
smoothness—and a flavor which gives 
the utmost enjoyment. 











Velvet is too smooth to irritate— 
almost too good to be true— 
but one dime will convince. 








You pill certainly like it! 
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For the popular notion at present 


Is promptly to call the police. 


Oh, take off your-hat to the copper, 
He'll be in society yet 
In London he bows so politely 


| We send him for opulent grafters; 

We send him for men higher up; 
For summer resorters who tarry 

At games or the late festal cup; 
For leaders of various movements, 

Trust magnates we tell him to get 
So, take off your hat to the copper, 
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— Washington Star. 
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